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behind me a baggage-guard. I took with
me forty men, the best I had, and mostly
good shots. The Half-King and a few war-
riors in full war-paint met me at a spring
some two miles away.

His sconts had found the French in a
rocky valley, where they had cleared a space
and evidently meant to await orders or re-
inforcements.

The rain was pouring down in torrents,
the worst that could be, when we met the
Half-King. We halted in the darkness of
the forest while my interpreter let me know
the situation of De Jumonville, which
seemed to me to be well chosen as a hid-
ing-place, but ill contrived for defence.
After this we pushed on, the Indian guides
being ahead. Several times they lost their
way. We stumbled on in the wet woods,
falling against one another, so dark was
the night, and crawling under or over the
rotten trees of a windfall. I was both eager
and anxious, and kept on in front, or at
times fell back to silence my men. We were
moving so slowly that my anxiety contin-
ually increased, and I had constantly to
warn my men to keep their flint-locks dry.

At last, toward dawn of day, we came and that there was much uneasi-
